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Summary:
The secret 4th route of chapter 2, of the Coffin of Andy and Leyley:
While Ashley leaves the parents under Andrew's watchful eye to get that sweet, sweet cash from their mom's credit card, said Mother attempts to convince Andrew to let them go. However, as the night progresses, it turns out that the only thing he wants is some affection, wherever he can get it...

This results in a plan that, while neither parent is exactly keen on participating in, must do if they are to save their hides before Ashley gets back, and either puts a bullet in their heads, or sacrifice them.

Work Text:
> You are ANDREW

 

Considering the last… ten, twenty minutes, no, even less, it can probably be said with utmost certainty… Shit went south faster than a drunkard in a school zone for the Graves’ siblings. Ashley decided it’d be a fan-fucking-tastic idea to pull a six-chamber revolver out of her pocket right at the moment their mom rounded the couch, and now, Andrew is back to wondering how the hell they’re going to get out of this situation. Sure, it would be far from the first time Andrew’s killed someone in cold blood, most of the time at his sister’s nonchalant decree, but then again, this is his parents they’re talking about. Like, he’s on board but… this doesn’t exactly feel very right, or just, or anything…

What the fuck is he thinking? This is their parents they’re talking about, they locked them in an apartment complex together and, what, never stopped by to drop off some dry food? Hell, a phone call wouldn’t have hurt even! But no… they just left him and her sister to rot. Well, guess he doesn’t feel too bad anymore. Still, the reason as to why lingers in his mind as he creeps into his parent’s bedroom.

Mr. Graves is still asleep, shifting about uneasily, but still comfortable in dream time, at least to Andrew’s knowledge.

Ashley must have that barrel cocked on their mom’s temple right now, imagining herself either blowing the hag’s brains across the wall or keeping the baggy-eyed monster on her toes… Either way, the brother is compelled to be quick. Who knows how long he has before that trigger happy psychopath decides to do the former before she can follow through on her own demonic plan.

Opening the cupboard, Andrew’s reminded of… ahem, his parent’s ‘inventive pastime.’ In no way, shape or form is it hidden. Well, duh bruh, they’ve been the only people living in this house, who's snooping around in their stuff? Their children, obviously, of whom they believed were charred corpses until they arrived that noon.

Let’s see, whips, gags, phalluses, lube… tonnes of leather. Maybe too much leather for just two people. Ew, even a leash. Okay, rope. Plenty of rope. Currently in a knot, but out of these items of varying degrees of ‘not wanting to touch,’ the rope is perhaps the safest and most useful out of all of them… minus the gag. Andrew already has an idea where that’s been. He’d rather an apple than that.

“Ah shit…!” Andrew mumbles.

Maybe too loudly.

“Son…?”

Too loudly. Terrible job, supershit.

Sweat beads flow down the young man’s face as suddenly, he awakes his wearily conscious father, of whom he still forgets is his father, thanks in all parts of him simply being… well, out of the two people he could claim to have raised him, mom was hauling ass more than this humanoid gopher could dream of. Regardless, Ms. Graves clearly has a thing for dogs.

“What on earth are you doing?” Dad looks at Andrew with a thin mixture of exhaustion and bewilderment.

“Err, sorry, I uh… needed to, um…”

Dude, think fast, you’re already on thin ice after that stunt Ashley pulled, and who knows what’s happening in the basement. Don’t tell the truth, ‘I want to tie up mom,’ it ain’t gonna sound much better! So start saying something logical and get this guy off your a-

“...I want to fuck myself?”

Father and son look each other, dead in the eye, magenta and lime green respectively.

Oh, yeah, it’s all coming together, buckeroo.

“...Okay.” Silently, Mr. Graves regrets not wearing a condom that fateful day twenty years ago a little bit more. “Where’s your mother?”

“She went to the basement to grab something, I think.” Andrew replies fast, not turning away from the deer caught in headlights as he continues to fumble with the knot. “Actually, I think she could use some help… been a hot minute, you know, heh?”

Like a certain undersea sponge trying to find his contacts, the young man continues to fumble about until the morbidly confused father steps out of the room, silent as a mouse as he slowly makes his way towards the basement. He’s going to help mommy… Yeah right.

Great, a couple more seconds to spare. Get going, dip shit!

Andrew manages to untie the rope, sparing himself of anymore embarrassment as he leaves, just in time to hear his father calling down the stairs to no reply. Regardless of the sketchiness of this whole situation, he goes down the steps anyway. Clueless as ever… Across the living room, just past the ash-covered fireplace, Andrew attempts to follow closely behind, at least, more quietly than his last fuckup. At least this time it works, and just in case… a cleaver is a nice companion in these trying times.

“W-What is going on?” The father mumbles aloud, looking down the stairs as he’s suddenly confronted with this new, bizarre reality where his daughter has his beloved at gunpoint.

Both women turn in time to see Andrew sneaking up behind the clueless father, one more worried than the other.

“Andrew!” Both parents shout out, the matron is quickly silenced by a cocked revolver, meanwhile the father gets a good preview of what may happen if he gets too rowdy himself. “W-Weren’t you supposed to be masturbating?”

“Just walk down…!” The young man once more mumbles, this time directly into the pathetic man’s ear. “Slow and steady…”

He didn’t need to look to know Ashley is smirking at that guy’s pitiful words. Both make it down the steps.

“Don’t move, don’t scream. I will shoot.” Ashley growls their mother’s way.

“Why… why are you doing this?” The expression on her mother’s aged face is undeniably concerned.

“Don’t talk either. Just… shut up in general!” The small hissy fit made by the young woman did not go unnoticed.

Soon enough, the rope that was meant for his mother is currently giving new burns to Mr. Graves wrists. Andrew did not need to know who is on top of this relationship. What a waste, but hey, they were going to have to bring him down eventually.

Now, what to… okay, Andy, what ya doing?

After the last week or so of being out of that suffocating apartment, no less trapped with the metaphorical (perhaps now literal) hellspawn that is his sister, Andrew has not really look at anyone else… certainly not while Ashley is in the same room. Like she is now. Bro why you staring so much-

“Andrew.” Ashley pipes up, eyes no longer trained on their stark-silent matron.

“I’m just checking if she has something on her…” Only a half-truth.

“Well does she?” The young woman questions.

Another good look later…

“No.” Maybe besides the clothes on her back, her necklace, her… piercing, gemstone eyes-

“Andrew!” Ashley is louder this time.

“What? I’m still looking for something to tie her up with.” Andrew couldn’t exactly be saying the truth at this moment, considering his… god dammit Andy.

Flashing another glance at his parent’s direction, it… felt weird, so to say. His dad is currently resign to a fate he still isn’t exactly certain of, but his mother, Mrs. Graves no longer looked scared. As matter of fact, she is inquisitive, studying her son like a tiger studies a deer in the brush, trying to figure out his next move. She isn’t even that responsive to the gun anymore.

Being locked in an apartment, with nothing to entertain yourself in… that way… you know what that means, nobody has to explain it out. Poor Julia, how quiet she was throughout that quarantine, maybe even quieter than his parents, not even attention from her. Only Ashley served as his one companion throughout this. Ashley, the witch… 

Absolutely great. Couldn’t even jack off late after dusk, thanks to his near constant night terrors refusing to let him rest in any way but his sexdrive, and the mornings were off the table, considering half the time he… he wakes up with Ashley beside him.

Dammit Andy. Stop looking at your mom, before that wacky smacky sister of yours decides to do something about it.

“Look elsewhere… Don’t talk to her.” Ashley continues, the young man could swear her eyes grew a new flame inside. Her fists ball up. “Get away from her. Don’t even look her way!”

“Oh, c’mon…”

“I can’t trust you to get all misty eyed…!”

“Eat shit, Ashley…”

“Whatever, marshmallow spine. Go get that fucking rope of whatever already.”

The siblings were stuck in a trance between the both of them, straight faced, unlike the clash of the subs. Neither tore their eyes away from the other, Ashley’s gun falling away while Andrew became plainer than white bread in the dim light.

“...What the fuck are you two doing…” Mrs. Graves mouths to herself, neither siblings responding in any way.

It isn’t until Andrew, poor… poor Andy, had that one last minuscule glance at Mom. Why do you have to feel so strange just looking at a woman, man? You really fucking yourself right now… But whatever, one more peek shouldn’t hurt.

Sure, Ashley clearly had a lot given to her from their mom’s side of the family, after all, she has some ‘fat tits,’ according to Andrew yesterday while he was trying to watch the Daily News, and a pretty face. But… okay, did she have an hourglass figure? Did she have the eternal bedhead syndrome? Does Ashley, dear Ashley have that phat ass with a capital P.H? She certainly implied not yesterday too. But, she… she’s got these eyes that just… and her butt- WOW- and her totties- OUH-

“Beloved, don’t test me…” Ashley’s face darkens like Justin Trudeau’s decade’s old tweets. Otherwise, she is completely motionless.

“Okay, okay, I get it…” The young man turns away finally, breaking this stalemate as a sigh of relief came from the girl, once more bringing that gun to her mommy’s ‘ugly’ face.

Safe to say, the daughter’s face isn’t the only person with a deepening complexion for what the fuck is going on. The mother, she can’t exactly… no, she can believe it is exactly what it looks like. Just like before on the couch when she tried to speak with Andrew privately, and before in the kitchen.

Still, she remains quiet as her son suddenly pulls out Christmas lights.

Okay, two months early, but that doesn’t stop Mariah Carey and it certainly won’t stop you.

Tying up their mom in the out-of-season decoration, another sigh escapes the daughter as she finally feels it alright to sheathe her revolver, her arm feeling fuzzy. Andrew, on the other hand, just felt more tired than before. In no way thanks to it being midnight.

“Alright. Good.” Ashley’s face lightens up, that carefree attitude returning for just a moment. “Now do you remember how to perform the ri-”

“Hold up, wait a minute.” A finger stuck up in the air, Andrew, starting to look tired as well, turns to his mom. “What’s the pin for your credit card?”

Safe to say, this is the only time where looking at his matron seems to be tolerated by Ashley. Andy stares down the dame, her brows rise, mouth slightly agape. Her motherly features aren’t the only thing he is eyeing. Those Christmas lights, hah, just had to tie her up like that, huh? Like she is bound to train tracks? Well, Andy’s still teenage brain found the image… different. Lips purse while he momentarily contemplates what the fuck he’s even thinking, and if he should castrate himself for thinking such… sinful thoughts.

“...Is this what this is about? Money?” The older woman’s exasperation knows no bounds. “You’d go this far for a quick buck, my son?”

If Dad had any guts, which he doesn’t, he’d have said ‘they’d had to learn it from someone.’

“What’s the pin, and where’s the card itself?”

“...It’s in my purse. The pin is on the back…”

She couldn’t simply remember it. Scoff at her while you’re at it.

“Okay then, you go and try it out now, Andy.” Ashley coos at her big brother, gesturing to him with a finger wave. “I’ll stay here and keep an eye on the geezers.”

“Hmp…” Andrew, Andy, whoever is in control here, grunts at the nickname anyway. “Don’t do anything.”

“That depends on them.”

“If she gives me the wrong pin and you end them, then what?”

“Again, it depends on if they behave or not.”

“... Alright.” The young man sighs, walking past her whilst pumping shoulder unaffectionately. “I’ll be quick. Don’t do anything stupid.”

“I’m not repeating myself!”

 

> You are ASHLEY

 

Andrew’s shoes back up the stairs, and the moment he’s gone, death-stares are shared. Mainly between mom & daughter, wanting to see her buried in an unmarked grave like that girl all those years ago, and on the other end, wanting to see the couple cooked with fava beans and a nice chianti.

They don’t last long, even though this whole night is feeling like an eternity, but before long, temptation takes over… oh, poor, poor Leyley cannot contain herself. Cue the girl running up the stairs, blatantly ignoring the two seniors.

So much for following your own advice, you just had to let your heart guide you…

Racing up the stairs, who would you think is still there, but Andrew, who has just pulled the red card out of the purse and has already noticed Leyley’s complete disregard of their parents.

“W-Woah woah, what are you doing here? Get back downstairs!” Andrew attempts to shoo off his attentive sister. “It only takes one of them to start screaming and this will blow up in our faces.”

“They won’t try anything.” She replies, smirking. “No surprise people are quite cooperative when a gun’s threatening to turn their heads to paste.”

“Yeah, so go point it, I’ll be back.”

“But my arm is so tired… Ugh, it’s just…” She looks away a little, fingers tapping…

The young man exhales hard out of his nose.

“C’mon, out with it… I need to get going.” His teeth are bared.

“You’re with me on this, right? Sacrificing them.” The smirk returns. Her brother did not share that same expression.

“...Did I not already say?” He cocked his head, half-wittingly questioning.

“No, not really. You have this… habit of flip-flopping-”

“Ley-... Ashley…”

“Pfft!” The young woman giggles to herself, although, the lack of response for a moment worries her. Especially when he turns around.

“I’ll be back, promise. We’ll… get through this.” Leyley looks a tad distraught from the answer, but…

“Okay, um… hah, alright. Come back soon! Don’t want to miss the summoning.” The girl proceeds to hang off Andrew’s back for a moment, who doesn’t mind as much as the other half of him would be.

“Yeah yeah, I’ll… see you in a bit.” He turns around and… a ponytail. Just like…

Andrew is out the door before another word can be spoken, and while the younger sister smiles, she can’t help but feel… no, this isn’t quite right.

What do you think, numbskull? He isn’t with you right now, and that sure didn’t sound like a promise to help perform the ritual, does it? Bwah, who cares, it still sounds like he’ll go through it, and once they’re out of the way, you know what that means…

Thoughts came to Leyley’s mind right away, the ritual, what is it again? Blood, candles, satanic circles, regular shit for summoning a demon. What was that other crap though? There is this very specific tune, runes she couldn’t bother remembering, and… a book? Nah, whatever that shit was, it isn’t necessary, much like the early latin alphabet. Maybe Bieber could suffice for the music… no, not even the demon would bother going anywhere near where that is playing.

“Everything was drawn with blood too… simple!” Confidence is something she is confident in.

Now, where to get that blood…? Oh, yeah, she has two whole parents downstairs that have lots and lots of blood to spare.

Follow Leyley as she proceeds downstairs again, catching a small glimpse of the middle-aged duo whispering between each other before stopping. Mrs. Graves can’t help but attempt to initiate another stare down as the daughter inches closer, until eventually, slowly, almost methodically, crouching down beside the two, smirking. A pussycat, playing with the mice caught in the snare. She could already imagine it, the demon sucking out their life within seconds, and then, she gets to find out what her own flesh and blood taste like. She could call herself a reverse Kronos, yeah, daughter eating her parents. What joy it will be to savour this night…

“Now listen here,” she leans in pretty close, just within distance for either predecessor to send loogy at her pointblank. “I’m going to draw some blood from one of you, and if either of you scream, then well I’ll just have to blow both your brains out. Sounds fair, doesn’t it?”

Surprisingly enough, that doesn't come to her. No, it is worse. Listening to Mom talk.

“...Just take the money and go.” Mrs. Graves sighs, leaning off from the floor post the married couple are tied to. “What do you even need our blood for?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know…” Leyley’s smirk dissipates fast.

“Don’t act like I didn’t try, I stuck my fucking neck out for you all this time, like when you psychos did… god knows what to that girl when you were toddlers. I could’ve thrown the both of you under the bus, but I risked my hide for the both of you, and what do you do?” She attempts to lean towards her daughter, but a twitch from her palm, near to releasing her new favourite toy from its holster, stops her encroaching. “You shut me out. After everything I did…”

“Oh, like abandoning us in our, oops, I mean ‘your’ old apartment for several months to starve? What an A+ mother that makes you.”

“You’d be in juvenile hall if it weren’t for me, even now! Don’t. Act. Like. I’m the monster here. Your case is far from what anyone could dare call acceptable.”

“And you’re the saint in this relationship, oh dear, you’re a saint alright… I think we’ve heard enough out of you. Hush hush now!”

From Leyley’s other pocket, a swiss army knife manifests, flipped open with a metallic shink, and the daughter’s eyes already telling of who she wants to bloodlet.

“Here comes the aeroplane-” The young woman’s blade is but an inch away from piercing flesh when Mr. Graves finally chimes in again.

“Please, take my blood…!” The father manages to get both eyes on him.

Despite his offer, Leyley makes certain to look the man who made the mistake of giving life to her in the eye, as she slices a thin line across his lovely’s bicep. Crimson ichor begins to slip out, Mrs. Graves bites on her lip as the cut is applied, struggling not to cry out. If she weren’t so fucking angry, those small tears forming in the creases of her eyes would’ve begun streaming down her face. Their daughter’s finger slides across the bare flesh just as gracefully as the blade, the area around the cut stinging as she takes a wad of the blood upon her fingers. Warmer than her blackened heart, that’s for certain.

Leyley begins drawing the… well, if that ain’t just the shittiest circle you ever did see.

“I’m sorry, honey…” Dad is on the verge of tears, unlike the mother, to an extent.

“Don’t be… just… don’t worry about me.” She can’t help but reply with earnesty, for once.

Not even a minute later, and as it turns out, the crazed spawn of her second binding ran out of blood. At least she is halfway finished, one more scoop of the good ol’ vein juice and… oh, wounds already clogging? Mrs. Graves, you have quite the efficient immune system! Not that it matters, just have to make another incision and-

“Don’t you dare, you bitch…!” Dad speaks assertively. What. A. Surprise?

No, really, if Andrew was here he wouldn’t believe that his father of all people is speaking up.

Safe to say he shouldn’t have spoken in the first place, as she positions the knife the same way a certain french double agent would, still tinged red slightly by the last person to meet its blade, before promptly plunging it into his shoulder. The older man tries desperately not to scream out, meanwhile the older woman is not afraid of getting louder from that.

“Hey!”

Turns out, if it were life or death in the Wild West, Leyley is quite the quickdraw, her mother finding that barrel pressing uncomfortably against her nose.

“First off,” the horrid lady growls. “Only Andy gets to call me. And second…”

She presses the barrel of the revolver on Mrs. Graves lips.

“Which part of ‘no screaming’ escapes you?” Her daughter’s trigger finger only became more apparent as it twitches dangerously close to actually firing it off.

One look is enough to say a thousand words. All of which are adjacent to hate simply radiating from Mom. The greatest pleasure in the world for Leyley. At least not, she has more blood to use, and oh look, it’s gushing as she slides it out! How marvellous…

A little over a minute later, it’s finished. The circle… nah, what the fuck Leyley, we know your drawing skills weren’t that great to begin with, but damn this is hot garbage… smells metallic. It’s as good as it’s going to get, so let’s accept this oval and get on with the show. With the young woman proud of her work, she frolics over to the boxes, taking out as many candles as she could, and with her small hands, that would be four. Just what she needs anyway, go figure.

Just before placing the last waxy taper, yet another interruption came in the form of a slamming door, heavy boots, and a distinct lack of cheerfulness of having acquired a fuckload of cash from their parent’s bank account.

“Welcome baaaack!” Despite that, Leyley couldn’t help but feel giddy with delight with her brother descending the flight. “Andyyyyy! Give me a hug!”

“You have a draw limit on your card!?” Andrew is not as delighted to be reunited. As a matter of fact, he is not happy in the least as he flung the card to the ground.

Apparently, it is only capable of withdrawing around… what? Six hundred at a time? All eyes direct themselves towards a slightly scornful matron, of who appears to hide a more than devious smirk beneath the half-truthful veneer of being in pain.

“I do…?” Andrew isn’t as patient a person he comes off at times, and Mrs. Graves is only furthering that point.

“Yes, you do! I could only get a couple hundred before it locked me out.” Teeth bare and seeing red, he took an imposing step forward.

The older woman, on the other hand, after everything that’s happened tonight already, is not as inclined to be intimidated. If anything, this is her first victory today. Maybe her last.

“Hah! Suck it, asshat.” Mom leans forward, wrinkles poking out as she squinted, mouth wide in a big smile. Second-hand offendedness arises in Leyley, hearing the ‘real bitch’ say that to her asshat.

Three out of four in this household are dickheads, if that wasn't obvious already.

“Great, now a portal to hell on earth has opened up thanks to this, and it’s called customer service.” A shiver runs through everyone as Andrew points out that living nightmare

The young man encroaches, both parents inching away a little as he crouches beside them, fumbling once more with his butter fingers as he, to the best of his ability, untangles Mrs. Graves from her festive impromptu shackles. Granted, her hands are still stuck to her side, but now she can stretch her legs a little. Gonna be awhile, with any luck, period.

There is no confusion in those actions, although other methods were possible, this is simply the most practical.

“You have a call to make.” The cleaver is unsheathed, first pointing at Mom, then at Ashley. “You take her upstairs. Hold the phone and shit.”

Leyley rolls her eyes, approaching as the now standing, red-armed, tired woman beside her scowls with all the indifference of an asteroid that knows it's going to burn up in the stratosphere. Options are limited, and that is only exemplified as her daughter is about to use the brick of a house-phone upstairs, to empty their life-savings, instead of getting them out of this funk…

“You still owe me a hug.” Leyley cooed, gun pulled and cocked on her shoulder.

“...What has gotten into you tonight?” Exasperation has also been a trend for this god awful occasion. “I thought you grew out of this touchy-feely crap…”

“... There’s just a lot going on.”

“If you need one, I mean sure, but… it’s a bit, y’know, with the audience.”

Looking at their ‘audience,’ they both hold expressions of confused miff. That darkening gloom of contempt especially apparent on the misses. Leyley cackles at a peek of Mom’s displeasure.

“Nevermind, clearly you’re fine!” Andrew blows a gasket right there. “Forget this… There’s a phone in the living room. Get to it.”

“Hmp, off we go then!” Leyley proceeds to prop the nose of the gun on the still open wound she gave Mrs. Graves, eliciting a quick growl again.

Up and up and up the stairs they go, steadily making their way to the living room once more, and with a purpose! Reaching the phone is easy enough.

The longhull on the other hand.

. . .

. . .

. . .

“Please hold. A representative will be with you shortly.”

. . .

. . .

. . .

“Please hold. A representative will be with you shortly.”

. . .

. . .

. . .

“Please hold. A representative will be-”

God is dead and company service starved Him.

If anyone is looking out the window, it’d still be gracious nighttime, if not a little darker, but with this shit going on, the sun may as well have risen over the horizon and say ‘howdy fuckin’ do, pardner?’ Then, suddenly, like a fish on a hook, the phone finally picks up on someone willing enough to waste their time with the Graves family. Ain’t no fucking way they’re letting this opportunity slip.

“Hello, customer service speaking!” A peppy operator speaks up on the other end.

“Hey, it’s me… Graves.” Mom speaks up, glancing periodically at the barrel placed nice and firm at her head.

“Oh, Mrs. Graves! Nice hearing from you again. How may we help you?”

“I’m… looking to remove my draw limit.”

Silence.

“... Sorry, it’s late and um… let me get this straight,” the operator is exactly what they sound like. “You said you want me to remove the draw limit, like altogether?”

“That is what I said, yes…”

“Wow! Okay, daring are we? What if your card gets stolen?”

The women glance at each other, not at all in a place to say that’s already in progress.

“...Indeed” The mother spits. She feels her head get nudged a little by the revolver pressing on her. “Not at all being held at gunpoint here.”

The operator laughs. Only Leyley is amused.

“Okay, theeeere we go! You’re gold.” The deed is done. Say goodbye to that retirement fund. “Is there anything else I could help you with?”

Turning to her daughter, daggers stare back.

“No.”

“Alrighty, have a nice evening Mrs. Graves!”

The phone hangs up, and before she could process the horrible mistake she’s just made, Leyley is nudging her along back into the dingy basement where, since they no longer have any apparent use beyond being demon chow. It is just small talk, which the young woman isn’t quite so familiar with. Either way,

“The card’s free!” Leyley shouts from the top of the stairs before making her appearance, head honcho of the house in front of her like a meatshield.

The card may be free, but Mom isn’t yet, as Andrew ties her up again.

“Looking at what you’ve set up here,” the young man begins. “It isn’t there, is it?”

“Yeah, I don’t remember what the little runes are anymore…” She admits defeat there.

“Fucking chris- wait, he isn’t here. Still, fuck…Figured as much from you anyway-”

“There’s blood there, why didn’t you finish it?”

“Assume you had a good reason why you haven’t yet. Being that you’re the one whose the demon-summoning pro here…”

“Fair.”

“... Okay Jesus Christ I don’t know what’s going on here. But-” Mr. Graves speaks up, only to immediately get shut down with the knives out. Turns out, confusion on your kids apparently being satanists warrants another flesh wound these days.

Andrew, having picked up the card, hands it over to Ashley. Leyley raises a brow.

“What?” She questions, only to get a head tilt.

“I can’t just go back to the bank after that first try, it’ll look suspicious.” Her brother presses that slip of plastic right on her bosom, refusing to turn away. “Plus, I remember the runes. Unlike you.”

Leyley darkens, turning inward to contemplate something more meaningful than what is literally being said. After all, the young man’s turbulent at best. Who knows what will happen if she leaves him alone with… anyone, at all, for even just a couple minutes. God knows the lady in the apartment could’ve been trying something with her Andy, all those other floozies she could hardly care to remember the names of, but..  This, this is their parents. He knows what they are, nothing should come out of it, right?

Right?

“I wouldn’t want you going to the bank alone, at this hour, but…” Andrew is quickly stopped.

“It’s okay, I can do it.” She takes the card, putting up a smile she wishes is more genuine than it appears.

“Please be careful…”

“Aren’t I always?”

“No!”

“Hah, see you later, Andy!”

Like that she was gone, the clack of her shows no longer heard above after a couple seconds.

Likelihood is, they’re going to have to wait a bit for her to return. She hasn’t used a credit card before, and as far as he’s aware, with how she is, it’s going to take awhile anyway. Who knows what will happen with her.

 

> You are ANDREW

 

The son steps towards his parents, already looking more dishevelled by the minute, the father is still bleeding, while with his mother, the red stain of drying ichor has given the impression of a fairly nasty scar in the future… if they will have a future after this. Scooping up a bit with his finger, Andrew found the pitiful squirms of Dad less than amusing, exactly the word, pitiful. Sighing from his nose, he listens to them mumble with each other, most of which he doesn’t understand, but either way, it shouldn’t matter. Not to him. He pauses, right before his bloody hands touch the floor.

“...Is she making you do this?” His mother speaks up, notably softer tone than with his sister.

“... No.” He answered, not with truth, not with falsehood. Simply… flow.

“Are you going to kill us?” The pitiful look spread to Mrs. Graves as well, leaning forward.

Andrew can only bring himself to look at her from the corner of his eye. He simply can’t go any further. Although, that look is long. Too long even. She’s tired, dirty, sweaty. Every feather ruffled, that look of helplessness from so apparent, so open. She tried before, but now, she’s an open casket, a dead woman walking. Everything about her, fear. He has to look away. Andy’s heart pounds.

The drawings begin, the runes imprinted in his infinity better mind than that psychopathic mink.

“I don’t know… Ashley, probably is looking forward to that.” He says as he paints. Blood is not that good of a paint.

“Then what is all this witchcraft nonsense?”

“She’s just trying to scare, that’s all…”

Yeah right, it’s a little more than a scare at this point. Like she’d ever believe that. Thoughts flood Andrew’s mind, a cacophony of sounds and sights, like a miniature flash of his life, burning into his retinas while he draws. How did they come to this… Looking at Dad doesn’t help, his quiet demeanour only getting proven further the more shit happens to them. He’s probably lost all hope at this point. But not Mom, she’s a real trooper, someone who takes the lead on everything. Every…

Fuck.

The runes of ruin are done, at least, to the best of the young man’s memory. Taking a step back, he hears the matron speak again.

“I was going to talk with you earlier, before all this…” At this angle, he can’t see her face, but he didn’t need to. It is the same as before. Tired, yet… calculative.

“I don’t care, if that’s what you’re asking…”

“Ashley. About Ashley…”

“...What is it?”

Her head hangs low at the post.

“I wanted to apologize for all that.” She is quieter now, each word a sigh. “Always looking after her, trapped in that complex. It was… wrong of me.”

“It’s… fine.” Mrs. Graves leans up, just that little with the reply.

“Can you imagine what it was like for me…?” She continues. “Taking care of two children, at your age? Think you’d have fared better…?”

“I wouldn’t know.”

“It’s an explanation, Andrew. I never hated you, I just… I fucked up.”

“Don’t say that, honey! We did alright!” The yes-man speaks up.

“Yeah right, hah! Look where we got ourselves, hah hah…” The mother replies back, her shallow laughs dying away, like a rose in November.

Andrew walks around the pole where his parents were tied, inching around until he is sitting on the rug at the stairway’s bottom, looking across the room at Mrs. Graves.

As of yet, all the vibes he’s getting is the fact he was an accident. Not the best way to convince your child to free you from your bindings…

“You were an easy kid, Andrew… I thought it wouldn’t be bad to have another.” She is trying to choose her next words rather carefully. “I wasn’t counting on Ashley to be so…”

Careful what your next words are.

“Needy.” It is a good description of that lady. “I’m sorry you had to raise her. It’s my fault. For that, I apologize.”

Andrew is quiet, cleaver hanging between his legs while he listens to his mother speak. Unlike her, he’s still trying to put together the puzzle piece. Somehow, despite the… evidence pointing otherwise, he’s not as angry as even he himself thought he should’ve been. Each uncomfortable sway from the both of them, spurred on by an unwelcoming stench of misery. It’s exhausting, threatening to have the young man collapse under the weight of his sins.

“It is what it is… not much we can do anyway-” Andrew once more found himself inching into the jaws of a beast.

“It doesn’t have to be. We must sort this.” Mom became louder, more noticeable.

“Is that right…”

“If you need a place to live, well, you can rest down here, in that bed until you’re on your feet again! If it’s money, I can help you get a job, an honest living. They’re hiring at your company, aren’t they, love?”

Mr. Graves immediately shuffles to a point where he’d be visible, nodding profusely.

“Be forewarned, they get plenty of difficult customers, though, heh, you’d probably have some training…” The snicker does not escape the young man.

You can put all of this behind yourself, Andrew. Think about it, all of this? It can be a distant memory, you just have to untie the same parents that left you and your douchebag sister to starve in an apartment. They are being generous with you now, they are being saintly. You can live a normal, twenty-two year old life again, without fear & hunger, without Ashley, without… without…

Andy, think for a moment, don’t be too rash-

“That’s okay, but… I’m not interested.”

You absolute buffoon.

“What?” Reasonably, despite giving the offer of a lifetime, Mrs. Graves is still shocked to find it hasn’t gotten through to her son. “Why would you not-”

It doesn’t make sense, yeah. It doesn’t make sense at all.

But then, something clicked. A little switch that had always been there since she saw the two siblings in the kitchen, on the couch, fuck, right there in front of her in their banter. The appearance of confusion, the facade of understanding, it’s all thrown out the window as her true emotions spill out once more. Dry, tired, yet completely enlightened to the situation at hand. The bags under her eyes seem to drop even further, mouth slightly agape as soulless eyes peer into Andrew’s.

“Ah.”

She gets it, which makes getting out of these bindings a lot more difficult.

“You fuck her.”

Immediately Andrew shoots off the ground, eyes wide as he drops the blade, one hand over his mouth thanks to embarrassment. Those words are a shotgun that has blasted straight into his face. By golly, it is not what he is looking for, thank you. Even the father can’t believe what came out of her mouth.

“Oh Andrew, she is your sister for god’s sake!” Brows thorough as she is confronted with the mania that is this all.

“I-I haven’t done anything! What the fuck, mom!?” Andrew, in his defense, did not fuck his sister.

However, you already know what’s up, Andy. You know where your hands have been, you know where your eyes have fallen. Even if the deed has not been done, you are wreathed in guiltiness nonetheless.

“Then what does she give you that makes this, all this, worth it? Hm?” Mrs. Graves lurches against the christmas lights, fastened to her tight, yet still unable to stop her entirely.

 

> You are ANDRÈ̵͕W

 

“That, t-that is none of your business, is it…?” He could only wish to defend himself, but it appears nothing is changing his mother’s newfound perception of him.

“I knew something was off, god…” She leans back again, staring at the ceiling. “It really has come to this…”

“No! I mean yes- no! No no, I have never-”

“Shut up.”

You want to die right now, dont you?

 

> You are AN̴̯̅DrEW̵̜͋

 

The entire house went silent, deathly so. Not even a mouse would’ve been able to escape the prying ears of the hawks inside, scurrying about in the drywall.

“May god be my witness, because I will, and I mean, I will say it again,” she leaned forward, somehow, it feels like she is beckoning her son closer. “It was a mistake, clearly, to leave you alone with Ashley like that.”

“Y-yeah it probably-” Andrew isn’t getting any further verbally as he is cut off again.

“I fucked up. My offer still stands. We can put, all of this behind us… Like nothing, and I mean nothing, happened.” She wiggles in place, grinding teeth to powder. The young man could swear Mom is fuming out her ears. “But no, that apparently isn’t what you want.”

The son is close to speaking again when that deathglare shot him down.

“You’d stick your dick into someone of your own flesh and blood more than anything else. Praise it then, oh praise it, because I can’t even judge you anymore…! But if not that, then what have you been doing with your life?"

 

> You are aNḊ̷͉̕Ŗ̴̜̂͆Ew̶̦̦̃

 

Andy, what the fuck are you thinking right now?

“Has your love life really been that dead in the water since you got trapped in there with Ashley? Has it?” It’s at this moment where the question isn’t believed to rhetorical anymore.

“Y-... yes?” Andrew’s hands are still up, prepared as if she were about to lunge upon him, having completely forgotten that his weapon is still on the floor.

“Not even… who’s that girl? I don’t fucking know…” She sighs, who knows how many girlfriends, hell, friends he’s cycled through because of a certain witch.  “Nothing then? And I thought my own son would be dripping with everyone trying to get a piece of you, after all, even I had charm around you’re age…”

Her son growls quietly to himself, now a step away from being right within range of a headbutt.

“Really, I thought my kids would inherit something from me, but no… Not even Ashley has tits quite like mine, or an ass to speak of.”

All eyes are on her, and Andrew finds himself moving just that closer. Any louder than a whisper, and his eardrums are done for in this tension.

“What are saying…” Her boy riposte, teeth bare, yet couldn’t not find himself feeling warmer.

“...You haven’t been given many opportunities, have you? To get all that pent up energy out of you? Trapped with you sister, stuck in hiding, hmp, not even magazines, I’m betting…” She sniffs the air, so close… “But you have been wasting your money on those smokes, huh…? Bad for your lungs, great at killing a sex drive, don’t you think?”

“What are you implying…”

You know damn fucking well what she’s implying, does she have to spell it out for you to get out of that shell?

Andrew is nose to nose with his mother, her expression everything but pleased. She's not gonna enjoy saying this, but she can see the pink forming in his cheeks.

“...I saw how you were with Ashley. You want something. Something you’re not getting.” Despite the look on her face saying blatantly that she isn’t interested in anything more, her voice took on… no, there was only one way to describe it. “But it isn’t just her. Don’t think I didn’t see you eyeing me up.”

 

> You are Ä̵̠̓̈́̔͜͠N̷̢͓̰̔̓̐͗D̵̨̮͚̈́reŴ̷̻̩̑͗͊

 

Andy’s face lights like a firework, everyone’s forgotten about the father, morbidly curious and slowly realizing just what his wife is concocking, and Mrs Graves… oh, she knows what she’s doing. And it’s working.

“She’s failed to give you the affection you desire. I won’t fail you...” Her voice is sultry, whizzing around in the air like a fly, every word pestering Andrew, beckoning him onward.

Stop thinking like that Andrew, she’s your mom. Stop-

“You untie us, you let us go, you can have me.” Mom leans in further, expressionless, but her voice in his ear… “You. Fuck. Me.”

 

> You are aÑ̸̝̫͇̞̙̐̌̐͝Ḍ̶͈̚R̸͙̈́̄͘͝E̸̡̨̻̓̄̈́͑̍Ẇ̸̤̗̺̰̓

 

> You are Ă̵̱̺̹̙͊̓͛͒̌̾͑̿̉͊͘͜N̷̨̨̡̡̠͔̱̝̯͓͗̓̚͜D̶̫̖̮̋͗̒̒̇̏͐̏͝R̷̢̪̮̱͖͙̭̐̔̄̑͆̑̓͛E̴̢̤͙̞̬͎͈͇̙̦̫̫̾̈̾́̋̐̕W̸̦͕͙̯͙̦̭̰͓̰̲̳̰͋̈́͒̍̿̎̑̈̈̆̋͘

 

Andrew, Andrew… Our man, don’t.

The moment Mrs. Graves spoke those fated words, her husband whirls around, horrified at what she said right there, to not just another man, no, he thought accusing her own children of being incestuous was bad. Dear god this is worse.

“Honey!?” He is being ignored, he knows he is being ignored.

Andy only shares that same reaction for a minute. Within moments, the young man was a flustered, red mess, struggling to say jack all. How much of him was actually an adult, and not still a hormonal teenager fighting his perverted urges?

“No!”

 

> You are ANDREW

 

“No no no, I… I didn’t fuck my sister, and I w-won’t fuck you!” Andrew got up, pacing the room, staring into every corner, half-expecting a furious sibling to pop out. “Sorry, not sorry.”

“Oh c’mon, you are into this!” Mrs. Graves growls. Still tired, still unhappy, but the character does not back off. “What do you think Ashley will give you, huh? Because I know she’s only in this for her own selfish interests, and your happiness in this is not covered by that! But I will.”

Andrew looks despondently at Mom, so much warmth and steam beading off him, someone could cook breakfast on his face.

“I’m your mother.  And I put you through hell…”

Don’t.

You.

Dare.

“So let me make it up to you. Please…”








> You are Ā̴̡̨̢̧̧̻͖͎͙̭̮̭̹̖̮̳͖̜͚̠̦͑̔͗̓̅̃̀̆̿̃̈͘͘͜͝N̷̡̡̛̛̳͕̟̦̥̱̱̪̳̄̑̀͒̈̏̌͗̈͐̑̏̂̓͛̓̐̒̔̿̊̔̀͘̚̕̚͠D̷̡̛͎͖̹̤͍̥̳̻̦̬̯̜͇̪̫̭̗̺̘͚̮̭͙͈̮͍̞̙̮͓̮̟̝̣̗͍̣̅̅̏̎̏͗̑͛͐͊͑̓̅͗͂͒̂͌͒̑̽̾̽̀͒̑̈́́͊̊̔̃̋̆̆̓̈́͑̎͘̕͜͝͝͝͠R̷̛̯̺͇̬̗̲̤̺̞͙̣̩̼͈͔̖͖̖̜̯͛́̌́̊̀̅͌̽̑͗͑̃̎͑̃̕͝͝͝ͅͅͅͅͅȨ̶̦̟̲̠̠̟̞̠̼͔̼̍̐̓͐̅̄̋̀̈́̐͒̀̑̀͝͝W̸̧̡̧̡̻͓͓̞̻̭̙̠̲̩̳̟͓̱̭͇̣͉̻̝̪̹̻̯̏̿͊̋̆̅́̂̍̓͌̆̾̆͒͋͒͋̒͌̓̃̉̉͌̆͋͐̌̍̈́͛̇͛̔̐̾̚͘͘̚̕̕̚͝͠͝ͅ





 

> You are ANDY

 

As Andy makes his way back towards the married couple, he stands above them, stern, straight-faced. Or at least, as straight face as he could be when he’s really, seriously, contemplating whether or not he should bang his mom.

“Do we have a deal?”

Of course it’s a fucking deal, you’ve made up your mind.

Suddenly for Mrs. Graves, the surprise, and inevitable terror she feels as her son unbinds her from the Christmas lights are… less than satisfactory. She only now realizes that Andy is doing this because, well… he bought her bluff. But given how much of a fucking monster her sons has become, already willing enough to let Ashley kill them, she doesn’t know yet if she should hold up to her end of the bargain.

She doesn’t get much time to think when her boy wraps his fingers beneath her chin, yoinking her off the ground to stare him dead in the eye. Oh, he’s serious. And still too flustered to think of the cleaver within reach of Dad, apparently.

“We do this, you’re free. No one speaks about any of this.” Andy can barely believe what he’s saying, but it isn’t stopping him now. “A-Anything happens, it’s your head that will be rolling.”

As he lets go, the matron finally gets to feel her arms move again. Its only been an hour or two, but it still felt so long in there. She isn’t free yet though. Andy’s back is to her, knife within reach… but if she goes for it now, who knows what will happen. He could just as well notice her and choke her death. Or stab her. Or tie her back up for more of Ashley’s torment.

Behind her, her hubby mumbles.

“Honey…” He’s quiet, dreadfully quiet. It pains her to hear him like this. But as the young man coughs at the beginning of the stairs, her time is up.

Time to face the consequences of her actions. With one last, reassuring glance his way, telling him everything he needs to know, she follows the man she helped ruin.

Up the stairs, through the living room, and to the bedroom.

“A-Are you certain?" Andy questions.

He did not get a response on the way there.

No door to separate the rest of the house from the parent’s nighttime antics, while at the same time, no windows. God will never save them from Ashley if she comes back early and sees them like this.

The drawers are still open from his earlier search. He does not intend to use anything else from in there. He already feels gross enough by the fact he’s following through on this offer, stepping into a room he now feels obligated to be in, despite not really having to. Mrs. Graves does not fair much better in the bargain, unable to look her son in the eye. She did know he was unarmed, but not how strong he is, or if he really would hurt her… Actually, yes, he probably would. Regardless, she needs to get through this, one way or another. 

Maybe grab something hard and clobber him over the head with it until his brains are on the floor? Grapple him and place the bastard into a chokehold? Run to the kitchen for a knife? Okay, all of this pretty risky. Maybe she should just… god no, that’s a last resort, it has

“How do we do this…?” The brother stood still, still red. “Do you…”

“Have you never fucked someone?” She didn’t sound exasperated, no, she is frustrated.

“No! Yes! I’m not a virgin.”

“Ashley…”

“How many times do I have to say it!?”

“I don’t know, as many as it takes for me to know you didn’t fuck that bitch!”

“Okay, whatever… does it even matter if I did at this point.”

Both stand parallel to the bed, Mrs. Graves audibly sighing.

“...No, I guess not.” Her eyes remain closed, if but for a moment, before expanding wide.

She could run, that is an option. But… oh, she’d be a dead woman if she runs, wouldn’t she? Mom could end up crossing paths with Ashley outside, and if that were to happen it may as well be game over. If she runs and Andrew catches her, or worse, Andy? She’s going to be fucked an entirely different way. She has to endure, for her own good, and her hubby’s… god, what is he going to think of her tonight…?

“Should we start undressing, or are we going to be dry-humping each other through denim?” Andy’s smile is faker than his mother’s love for him.

“I don’t know, you can start…” She groans quietly.

“Why not you, since you were so eager before.”

“Don’t pull that ‘ladies first’ crap on me, sir.”

Mrs. Graves isn’t the only person getting irritated anymore, the fluster provoked by the very proposition grows to the narking, her son can’t seem to take much more. Actually, you cannot take any more. You sure aren’t stopping yourself from getting up in your mommy’s grill, trying to tower over her even though you both are the same height. Getting up in her face isn’t helping either.

“Get out of your clothes, before we decide otherwise.” Just like that whiny, pink-eyed monster…

Andy backs off, not knowing what else to say, he guesses that… well, what else to do now? He let his parents go for this, and if he weren’t hellbound already… may as well. Ashley, she doesn’t have to do. Nobody does! This is completely between them, it’s buried with them, goes to their graves.

Yeah, like that… No more beating around the bush, Andy. Get her or go home. Oh, wait - you don’t have a home! Guess we know what must be done…

The young man starts with his shirt and… yeah, he doesn’t exactly look the strongest, no, he hasn’t eaten a lot even after this whole week of chaos and murder, just what they could afford. At least with his mother’s credit card, he’ll be able to afford a couple pounds. The longsleeve was easy enough… now for the real trial. One fell swoop is all it will take, to both get his pants off and for his mother to knock him to the floor. After that, who knows what comes next. Hell, most likely.

“You won’t bash my head in, will you?” The same befuddlement continued to reek havoc in his mother’s mind as he asks that question.

“...Not unless you give me another reason.”

“Fair…”

Deep breath in… pants came off in a ruffle, belt swaying away as the matron is suddenly confronted with the first product of her and her husband’s loins. He got a few things from his father, and apparently being well endowed is one. She… definitely wasn’t hoping for that to be the case. But, at least it, oh, she doesn’t know, would feel like her hubby?

Mrs. Graves at the sight of those cock and balls grew a little red, for the situation at hand demanded she feel something beyond disgust, but still. It wasn’t like with Andy, poor man who grows as hot as the sun from the mere thought he would fuck the person that birthed him. Mom had seen Andrew naked a thousand times, she wiped his ass and bathed him. She should be used to seeing her children naked, but not like this…

“Are you done gawking, or am I the only one getting naked?” Her son remarks.

“Shut up…” She replies a tad sheepishly.

That he does. Her turn now.

Okay dude, you’re balls out and confidently standing before your own mother. Surely you won’t look like a completely incompetent fool by watching her just take of her pants and you get even more embarrassed…

You cretinous microwave.

All Mrs. Graves had to do is remove her pants. Only her pants. They’re laying on the floor beside her feet, she’s just in her panties. Black lingerie? Okay, fine taste. Oh yeah, slightly transparent. Slightly transparent. She was planning a good night with her husband. Until he and Ashley came along. Guess he gets to see it before his own father does. Still, she’s only twenty-five percent done and the erection he posed did not help his case. No, it made him look more pathetic.

“Get over yourself, for christ’s sake.” Mom says aloud, hearing something snap downstairs. Andy does too. He turns around only hear her continue. “Do you want this or not?”

“I’m checking what dad’s doing.” The young man can’t seem to be stopped.

Deep breath in…

“Have you considered calming down a little?” The mother coos as best she could, trying to divert a psychopath attention… “It’s not like he can do much tied up like that…”

Andy for a brief moment pauses in the doorway. It’s… it’s weird being completely naked, and in the same room as someone else. He doesn’t remember long its been. Nor does he exactly remember the last time it was with someone blood-related, but hey, what would ya know…? Maybe she’s right, maybe his mother isn’t covering for something he isn’t entirely aware of, maybe, just maybe, he doesn’t have anything to fear…

“Let’s do this quickly, I’m tired…” She hasn’t removed those panties but by god does it get someone that hasn’t busted a good nut in ages riled up.

Her son is thinking less with his brain at the moment, enthralled with Mrs. Graves’ position as she wiggles her toosh, legs splayed, breasts and face planted on the sheets… oh yeah, she is primed. Such a shame this pleasure was far from the reality she was feeling.

Hands glided across bare skin, smooth and tender, soft yet firm. A woman whose body knows the journey of time, yet remained untainted by foreign substances… Perhaps until now. The older lady shivers at his touch, only burying herself further with each petting motion. Then comes the most meaningful action of tonight, that which spurs the mind and will lead them down a road they cannot simply turn back on...

Andrew can’t do it.

The flared tip of his cock rests at the entrance, panties pulled aside for the clam to breath, and eventually choke on his rod when he gains the courage. So close, so, oh why, does he stop? It… it just feels wrong- no, it feels some kind of good but… morally?

Oh please, you’re bankrupt already, do something about it or-

“I… I-” Andrew can’t help it, he just can’t… He can’t do it… until…

Ponytail.

“Fuck…”

Red as a kite in TV ads, and with terms came to, Andy took the plunge. No prep, no warning, simply a deep, squleching thrust.

A gasp rang through the house, breathy and panicked. One hand on her hip while the other crept up her clothed back, grunts echoed into Mrs. Graves’ ear, consistent reminders of her folly. Of how far she has fallen because of her indiscretion. Maybe she deserves this, to have her own son fuck her, for leaving him in that awful place... No, she had to, she and their father would not have anything if they stayed like they were. Even now, if she has to endure, it’s-

“Damn!” Her son’s voice blasted through her train of thought, bringing her back to the reality that, yes, she’s currently being plowed by her first child. “How are so loose…?”

“Don’t… fuck, say shit like that…” Fingernails dig into the fabric.

Who do you think made her feel that loose, Andy?

Little gasps here and there tell of the impact he’s leaving on her insides, too horny to really think about the actions he’s committing, but ultimately, it feels worth it. Isn’t that what matters?

Ponytail, right there, poking up, flopping about as their thighs collide, waiting… yes, waiting for him. His hand, creeping up, until, eventually, it grapples her, yanking back her head, forcing her to stare off at the wall, neck craning while she feels her hair threaten to be torn from the roots.

Hot damn does it hurt, but by god… does it simply annoy the fuck out of her. Mom is no bottom, she never was a bottom. There’s a reason her honeybear has those rope burns and not her, but no… Andrew got another thing from her, and that’s the audacity to top a top. God, okay, okay… Just… endure this shit a little more and, hopefully, Mr. Graves will be out of the basement. She can’t trust this young man to keep his end of the bargain, and she’d rather not endure another minute of this bastard’s complete perversion.

“Are you… gah- hey! You fuckinggggg done yet…?” Mrs. Graves moaned to the air, grinding her teeth as Andy ground into her.

“Almost… almost, fucking almost-!” Almost, alright, the sooner the better. Her son has to be pent up after all this time, of course he wouldn’t last.

“Good, do you hav-”

He doesn’t have a condom.

She is not making the same mistake again.

“Andrew, pull out. Now.” There’s a quake in her voice, more sweat pouring down than before.

He does not respond.

“Andrew! Pull. Out!” This is getting bad. If shit hadn’t already hit the fan…

What’s worse is that he is speeding up. Dammit Andy… why now of all times, to think with your pecker? The vigor could’ve been enthralling, yes, it could feel good! But that’s rich when the person fucking her she plopped out while she was in high school. She could feel it, rising, throbbing inside her, twitching against her walls. Did she really feel that good? Does his flattery have to be so dangerous? No, she shouldn’t be flattered. No one should be doing this!

“Andrew, stop!” She cries, Andy only tugging harder on her messy hair, wet slaps echoing.

Almost…

There’s a creak of the floorboards behind them, a jump in the heart, a jolt in the body. Andy turned around just in time to meet face first with a two by four, and a set of stars with his name on it.

 

> You are ASHLEY

 

More money than she’s ever seen, in one place, in her life, currently resides in Leyley’s pockets. She could hardly fit the wads in there as is, but, with a little elbow grease she managed. Oh, she could only imagine the look on all their faces, especially Mom’s. All that money, hers, and just like their lives will be… Mhmmmmhmmmm…

Such a miraculous shame then as she enters the house, sun just about to rise overhead, that she gets no greeting upon entry.

“I’m baaaaaack! Hope none of ya’ll missed me!” She announces to no reply. Strange… Oh, they’re in the basement, probably can’t hear her that well down there anyway. “I’ve got the moo-la!”

Walking down stairs, she doesn’t immediately notice anything too off. Nothing wrong with the runes, the blood is still relatively fresh, good ol’ demon probably wouldn’t mind, and the candles… well okay they weren’t lit yet but still.

Now, what could be so different about this that it-

Her parents are gone.

The Christmas lights are strewn about in a sprawling shape, the rope is tattered to the point of unreliability, and Andrew’s cleaver is lying very close by, without blood, without any sign of being used… Beyond the likely. The sister’s heart skipped a beat. How? HOW? Coming all the way downstairs, every nook and cranny leaves nothing to speculate on. No no no… Andrew was alone with Mom & Dad. She shouldn’t have left Andrew alone with them. She shouldn’t have left her beloved alone.

“...ANDYYYYYYYYYY!”

Her warcry rings through the house, taking out the revolver, hammer pulled back as she takes the cutlery and marches up stairs. Murder is in her hands, fury in her eyes, a fire that refuses to stop burning. Where, oh where, were those two no-good pansies and her wishy-washy brother- First room she checks is the bedroom, and much to her surprise, Andrew is there. No parents though. No clothes either.

Huh, no clothes. His ass is just mooning her from this angle.

He’s on the floor, crawling about while she approaches, trying to crawl, as his limbs are tied with clothes. Damn, he looks… pretty weak right now. Anger flows out of like a cracking dam, too worried for her big bro to be angry at him now. No, actually, she’ll just save it for later.

“Andy!” She throws aside the gun, attempting to pry the young man from the floor. 

Unraveling his bindings, he finally comes to his knees and… wow, that’s something she didn’t think she wanted to see. Nevermind that! Interrogation time.

“Andy, w-what happened?” She speaks to the confused and concussed man as though he was currently able to speak exceptionally clearly. Regardless, it seems with her arrival, he’s beginning to think… a little clearer. Not as clear as he should be yet.

“... I… I think was having…” Andrew stopped himself, remembering everything. Everything. Oh fuck.

“Beloved…” She was worried, but Leyley at the moment didn’t appear to be the reasonable person in this duo, again.

“I was… confronting mom… and then, fuck…” Leyley’s hands carressed the bare skin of her brother, his hand coming to rest behind his head… When he pulled it back, dark red painted the tips of his fingers. “Shit… Dad… came at me, I guess.”

“How did they get out, Andy?”

“A… Andy?”

“God, just… how did our parents get out?”

“I… They were promising me, shit… guess that wasn’t, the case or something…?”

“Beloved… what is wrong with you? Did you also shit out that brain of yours?”

Despite her frustration and currently pulling at Andrew’s cheeks, panic arose in her eyes the more and more the situation became apparent.

“And, if I may ask, why the fuck is your dick out?” She says, holding back a snicker, for even she can see the direness of their problem.

“I… I don’t know fuck.” He did know why. She’d shoot him dead if he said anything.

At least you’re still too stupefied to give a crap about your sister of all people seeing you without your undies. There’s that. Now, even though they’ve got the money, the second of their plan is all but null, since what the fuck are they gonna offer the demon for that stupid recharge? They cannot, simple as that.

“...Mom, you motherfucker!” Leyley sheathes her weapon, throwing clothes back to her Andrew when suddenly, in the distance, they hear it… sirens.

“Is… ah fuck, it is, it’s police!” The young man was quick to get up and quicker to nearly right back on his face. If not for his Leyley, he’d be on his ass again. “We gotta- fuck, gotta go!”

“You think!?”

Need to get to the car, dammit, dammit all!

 

. . .

 

It’s not a matter of if she finds those deadbeats, it is only a matter of when. Racing down the road, red and blue at the scene of the crime, Ashley had to take the wheel this time, thanks to the obvious. When she finds them, hah hah… She’ll enjoy watching their souls leaving their mortal coils, and she’ll savour that flesh raw or cooked. She couldn't care less about the house they've escaped from. She is inevitable. But right now… they’re gonna need some cottonballs and stitches.

As far as Andrew’s aware, they're fucked. At least... actually, scratch that, he doesn't remember if he at least managed to get that nut out. He doubts he'll be trying either...2